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CRITICISM 


New SOPAHONISBA. 


HEN a Tragedy, which in its own 
Nature is the moſt noble of hu- 
man Compoſitions, is recommend- 
ed to the World by fo crowded a 
Patronage, and uſher'd in with the 
0 mo pompous Names of Liberty and So- 
phoniſba, the repeated Encomiums of Tyree, 
who having ſerv'd a long Apprenticeſhip to the 
Theatre, have erected themſelves Judges of all 
Dramatic Entertainments, the Publick is alarm'd 
and big with Expectation of ſomething ſuperla- 
tively grand and noble: And ſo great was my Curi- 
oſity that it led me to the Theatre the firſt Night of 
its Appearance, where I have conſtantly paid my 
Attendance ſince, tho' not from the ſame Motive. 
As I paid for my Place I have likewiſe a Right to 
mb 4 judge 
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judge of the Performance. I muſt confeſs the 
Meaning of all this mighty Eclat did not immedi- |} 
_ ately FLAsH o'er my Soul. The vaſt Idea Thad | 
conceiv'd of the Work dwindled by degrees, and | 
then expired at once. *Tis true, the Thing 
ſeem'd to pleaſe ſome Perſons; there was a nu- 
merous Party in the Houſe. Scotchmen with tune- 
ful Hands and merry Feet, atteſted it to be a 
true BARN of Wit, though I ſhrewdly ſufpe& 
ſome of 'em had very little Acquaintance with 
that Gentleman. Ss Mo 
1 am infornyd from very good Hands that 
the modeſt Author of this NEw Tragedy being 
prefent at the Performance of Jimoleon could 
not ſtifle his Envy, which burſt into Expreſ- 
ſions very unbecoming a Brother Adventurer, 
But the Gentleman may be deceiv'd, and though 
he has found by Experience that any Motley Stuff 
may paſs on the Judicious Triumvirate, he is not 
et certain how far it will paſs on the Town. 
Upon hearing this, I was inclin*d to have drawn 
a ſhort Parallel between the two Productions. 
But I believe the Author of Sophoni/ba will excuſe 
my waving that Deſign. Beſides Timoleon wants 
no Shade. The whole breaths true Corinthian 
Wit, and glows with Attick Fire. Liberty that 
darling Topick of each truly Britiſh Soul in his 
Lines we find doubly reſtored from Gothick Dul- 
neſs and Tyrannick Pow'r. But Sophoniſha ———— 
She was indeed, ſhe was the Daughter of great 
Aſdrubal, ſhe bore inveterate Enmity to Rome, and 
might have greatly lived, or more greatly died, 
but Dis & Veli aliter viſum. His Wit indeed 
keeps Pace with Punick Faith. But the Maſylian 
Fire is frozen to Northern Ice; and, if I may be 
indulged a Metaphor from the Dreſs. of their 
Bodies to the Dreſs of their Conceptions, the 
pure gloſſy Tyrian Murex is tranſlated into Eng- 
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2% Fuſtian. 1 ſuppoſe the Author will think 
himſelf injur'd by this Way of Treatment, this 
damning by the Lump. *Tis only the Over- 
flowings of a little Spleen caus'd by a three 
Hours tedious Prate of Something, Nothing. But 


10 r him, PII give him a Reaſon or two 


quickly to ſweeten this Gall. The French build 
their Dramaticł Structures on three Pillars, which 
they call les trois Unitez, Time, Place, and Action; 
to which give me leave to ſubjoin three others, 
the Deſign, Thought, and Diction, which, though 
they may not ſo properly be ſtyled Pillars, are 
nevertheleſs Ornaments without which the Fa- 
brick, though built on the firmeſt Baſis, will be 
ſo far from attracting the Admiration of true 
Judges, that it will create nothing but the va- 
rious Ideas of Diſtaſt, and expoſe the Architect 
to the Contempt and Ridicule of all who hear 
him mention'd. 

Such a Latitude is given to the three firſt, 
that an Author cannot but on purpoſe incur 
Cenſure by tranſgreſſing them: I ſhall Were ert 
confine myſelf to the three laſt. | 

By Deſign, I mean the Author's End or En- 

deavour to raiſe in the Minds of an Audience 
fome noble Paſſion or Paſſions. In order to do 
this, he, as well as the Actor is allowed Plumes 
and Buſkins, he may introduce all the beautiful 

Incidents his Poetick or minting Faculty can fur- 
niſh him with, he may expand, and enliven his 
Plot (or ſimple Hiſtory of the Drama) he may 
paintVirtue and Vice, expoſe them in what Forms 
or Circumſtances as will beſt ſuit ro inſpire the 
Paſſions he would raiſe, in ſhort, he has the 

largeſt Field of exalted Nature that AuBRITION's 
BrrGuresr Wisk could form, to expatiate in. 
This Deſign is not what the French call la Mou— 
elle, the Marrow that indeed is the Plot; bur 
PEſprit 


E — — ett es 
—— — 


T 6 1) 
Pp Eſprit & PAme, the Spirit and Soul of the 
Drama, which ſhould diffuſe Life and Vigour to 
__ whole. | 
| Now let us take a View of the Author's Deſign 
in this New Tragedy. But as I would not flip any 
Opportunity of doing him Juſtice, much leſs when 
he is fo ingenuous in this Particular, and in his 
Prologue tells us, that a Love of Liberty and a ſtead- 
faſt Zeal for our Countrey's Good is his Theme; 
like the old modeſt Painters, who, in legible Cha- 
rafters prefix d, denominated the Piece; while our 
vain arrogant Moderns leave us to determine whe- 
ther it be a Windmill, or Giant's Caſtle, a Lord 
or an Aſs, a Beau or a Monkey. And if any Per- 
ſon came in after the Prologue, who did not find it 
out, *tis his own, and not the Author” s Fault, the 
Doors were open. | 
In the next Place, let us examine how this 
Deſg „ is executed. Sophoniſba is his Heroine. 
= The Pattern after which we are to copy. View. 
her as ſhe ſtands drawn by the Author's o-] n 
Hand, and tho” ſhe may bear ſome Similitude 
to Andromache, yet the Features are in general 
ſo unlike, I will allow her an Original, as beau- 
tiful as one HunpreD of his beſt Lines can 
paint her; yet I don't think the beſt of them 
bears the Value of a PounD STERLING in Wit. 
Sprung from Aſdrubal, ſhe inherited the 
fine implacable Hate to the Sons of Rome. 
This is ſo often inculcated, and nearly in the ſame 
Words, that it becomes a Crambe repetita, palls 
and turns nauſeous even to an indelicate Taſte. For 
this ſhe gave her LOVELESS Vows to Syphax, for 
this ſhe broke her ſacred BeGINNING Vows to 
2 niſſa; for this the poor Hen-pech'd Huſband 
Syphax, nor mov'd by Threats nor bound by pligbted 
Paith, the Holy Faith atteſted by the Gods, at her 
BIDDING flies in the Face of Honour, and re- 


_ plunges 


. 


CERES 


[73 


plunges his Countrey into all the Miſeries of a 


ſucceſsleſs War. But then ſhe lov'd her Coun- 
trey, to reinſtate it in its former Glory, and 
again to gaul this hated Rome, what would ſhe 
do? What would ſhe not have done? Faith I 


can't tell ye. But I'll tell you what ſhe ſhould 


have done. Her Form was not impair'd, warm'd 
and unfolded into fironger Charms: The youthful _ 
Lover ſaw her, burns again, again ſhe triumphs. 
Then had ſhe improv'd the glorious Opportu- 


nity ; (for ſure Sophoniſba could not aſk in vain 
of Maſiniſſa, nor he of Scipio) ſhe might with a 


little of the Poet's Help, have redeem'd her ſelf, 
her Huſband and her Countrey, and by ſtifling 
her frantick Refentment, giv*n it Reſpite, and a 
Proſpect of a future Empire: Then ſhe had 


been a Preſident indeed. But this won't do, a 


Tragedy the Author will have of it. Then why 
did ſhe not engage Maſiniſſa to exert his utmoſt 


Power, and make one glorious Effort, ſince 


that might have helped, but could not hurt her 


Countrey, before ſhe conſented to the moſt fla- 
grant Crime, the baſeſt of her Sex e're commit- 


ted. But inſtead of this ſhe confeſſes her ſelf to 


be a weak, ſilly, fooliſh, credulous Creature, a 


Shame to her Sex and great Progenitors, a Tray- 


treſs to her Honour and Countrey. What could 
a Woman do? What could ſhe propoſe, but by 
her Charms, her Eyes, and a Syren's Tongue, 
(the only Arms offenſive or defenſive a Woman 
can uſe to her own Advantage) endeavour a 
Conqueſt, or an honourable Peace? But theſe 


the quits, and as ſhe liv'd inglorious, died un- 


pitied. And this I take to be the Reaſon why 


the Ladies ſat unconcerned, and the Men out of 

Pride applauded the Follies of that Sex, ſo con- 
ſpicuous in the Author's Favourite: But to ob- 
lüge him, I'll endeayour to ſqueeze ſomething of 


a Mo- 
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a Moral out of it. Sophoniſia elate with Pride, 
bigotted to the Errors ſhe was nurs'd in, the 


very ſame ſhe condemns. in the Romans, ſeeking 
to {Fact wah her Countrey, already too much har- 
raſſed, and juſt expiring in a new Sea of Blood, 


meets a righteous Doom. And ſince I am i 


the Humour of diſtilling Morals, Pll have ano- 
ther Draught. The unhappy Conſequences Which 
attend Maſiniſſa, may be a warning Piece to 
Princes how they depart from the ſteddy Paths 

of Wiſdom, which yield ETERNAL SUNSHINE, 


and ETERNAL Joy. T'other Pull, *tis pretty 
clear yet, The ſame may be a ſcaſonable Leſ- 


ſeon to alk Phyſicians of the Mind not to probe 
too rudely 8 Sores of a Friend. A ſkilful Chy- 
_ miſt will draw you thirty different Bitters —4 


a Simple, but every one ſhall, be worſe than the 


former, till they degenerate into Payſon; for that 
Reaſon Fll be content with what I have, got. 


As I have paid the Author all due Deference 
in the firſt, I Mall proceed in the ſame Manner 


with reſpeck to the reſt of his Characters. 


Maſiniſſa claims, the next Place, who bears 


a faint Similitude of OResTEs. But how does he 
anſwer the Expectations we conceiv'd of him? 
We fancy him an Alexander, and find, bim a 


Ouixot. . His various Fortune, his reſplendent 
Deeds, Fi Condutt, Courage, and his deep exper 


riencd Youth, and vaſt unbroken Spirit, are all the 
' Talk (and, nothing but the Talk) of Africk Too. 
For where's. his Courage? where's his Conduct? 


where's, his deep Experience ſhown? His Courage 


is like Bully Dawſon's. His Conduct like ——-, 
and his Experience like C——rs, 0 ——&s, 


and Yes. That is (if it wants Explana- 
tion) his Courage was, Cowardice z his Conduct 
Bizarre, and, Inconſiſtency; and his Experience 


wank of Judgment, puff'd about by every Blaſt 
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or Change of Fate; but of all his Extravagan- 
cies, his Death is the moſt ſurprizinng. 


The next is Bajazet in Miniature; but the 


Author has drawn him fo ſmall, that nothing of 


that great Original can be diſcovered by a naked 


Eye but his Chains; and I fear, was a magnifying 

Glaſs apply'd, the Faults would be too glaring. 

to bear Inſpection; he has both too much and 

= roo little of the Don Orlando Furioſo: But the 
Author has been pleas'd to give us a very ſlen— 


der Account of him, for we looſe him, we nei- 


ther know how nor where, and when we begin 


to look out for him the Curtain falls. 
Narva comes next, a petty Don Pylades. 


Sic Canibus catulos ſimiles, fic Matribus Hœdos 
Noram, ſic parvis componere magna ſolebam. 


Sed ſuper nunc Pyladen tantum caput extulit Il. Lx, 
Quantum lenta ſolent inter Viburna Cupreſſi, 


: Pheniſſa, Confidante to the Queen, The Part- 
ner of her Hopes and Fears, ſtands like a Stock 


to ſee Madam poiſon her ſelf; and then like a 


fooliſh Girl, that has broke her Pitcher and ſpilt 


her Milk, makes a Shift to cry; but ſhe had 


Courage enough ta live, for which I commend 


Scipio and Lelius ſhould have been mention'd 


before, but they ſaid ſo little, and did nothing 
at all, (indeed they came in when the Shew was 
almoſt over, one late at Nic HT, the other not 


till next MorwinG) that I had no Time to make 
many Obſervations upon them ; all I did obſerve 
of them was, they were a Brace of handſome 
Fellows, well truncheon'd, plum'd, and bul- 
kind. ts 

It may not be improper in this Place to make 


an Obſervation on the two exterior Incidents of 
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the Play. Syphax* s Conduct is ſomething extra- 
ordinary. The Contingency of War being the 


moſt certain Uncertainty in Life, the moſt experi- 


enc'd Commanders make fome Proviſion for a 


Retreat, which proceeds not from Fear but Pru- 


dence, Inſtead of this Syphax before the Walls 
of Cirtha trufts all to one deciſive Battle, leaves 


his City deſtitute and abandon'd, and the Gates 
vide open, ſo that the Victor gains Admiſſion 
without knocking. But Maſiniſſa*'s Conduct was 
the more ſurprizing, who, knowing that Scipio and 


F.zlius would arrive in a Day's Time, with one 


Part of the Forces, engages Syphax's collected 
Power. Nor does his Succeſs excuſe him. 


To conclude, there is not one entirely new 


Character in the whole Piece, but patch'd and 


compounded like Thimbles Breeches, or like #- 
ſop's Daw, plum'd in borrow'd (which among Po- 


ets ſignifies the ſame as ſtolen) Ornaments. "Tis 
| faid, how truly I can't determine, that a judicious 
Painter can diſtinguiſh between an Original and 
Copy; but Jam the rather perſuaded to believe it, 
ſince Poetry and Painting are ſo near ally'd, and 


theſe Copies are ſo eaſily diſtinguiſhable 5 their 


Originals: that no Perſon can be miſtaken in | 


*em. I ſhall conclude this general Head, as I have 
done its Particulars, in admiring the Author's 
Candor, who, not like the partial Bards of old, 


that always prejudic'd us in favour of ſome par- 
ricular Actor, has given us a whole Graupe of 


Figures, with ſo little Difference in Attitude, 


or Light, or Dreſs, you may wink and chuſe, there's 


not an Ace to boot, which you take. 
Now for the Thoughts. But ſtay ! I had almoſt 


forgot the PLor as well as the Author. Gen- 


tlemen, is there a PLor or no PLor? Is the Au- 


thor Guilty, or not Guilty? He pleads Not 
Guilty, J am Council for him. He is innocent 


as 
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as a new-born Babe. The moſt you can make 
of it, is but a mere trifling Intrigue between a 
Man and another Man's Wife, from which no 
Danger could threaten any body, nor any Ad- 


vantage accrue to themſelves. Some invidious 


Perſons will be apt to ſay, there is no Action, no 
beautiful Incident, nor even the leaſt Surprize. 
As to the two firſt let the Author anſwer; I muſt 
not take all the Work off his Hands: To thelaſt I 
_ anſwer boldly, there is ſomething in it the moſt 
ſurprixing I ever ſaw, namely, that there is nothing 
ſurprizing at all; and what does it ſignify whence 
it comes, ſo *cis but there? k i 
So far the Author ſtands clear; and I don't 
- queſtion but he is as clear with reſpect to his 


Thoughts, which we were told by a weekly Re- 
tailer of falſe Fame were both numerous and new, 
whence the Town was perſuaded to have an un- 


Juſt Opinion of the Work. Andduring the Time 
ol its Run we have been entertain'd with fulſome 
little Panegyricks, one of 'em ſo remarkable for 


its Truth and Modeſty I could not forbear tran- 


ſcribing. 


The Tragedy of Sophoniſba has been afied ſeveral 


Times with great Applauſe, The ConDucr of the 
Play is regular and uniform, (tis all of a Piece ;) !he 
MAN NERS perfectly well marł'd and diſtinguiſbd. 

(ſo well that theſe Remarks of mine are almoſt 
unneceſſary ;) the SENTIMENTS Strong, Natural, 


and convey d in the greateſt Dignity of Expreſſion, 


(tis a great Happineſs to have a nice diſcerning 
Faculty:) Mrs. Oldfield in particular has charnid 


ALL THE WorLD with the Fuſtneſs, Force and 


 Gracefulneſs of her Action. At firſt Sight I took 


it for a Piece of Satyr: But it ſeems to carry 


along with it the Marks of the Author, who wiſe- 
ly endeayours to ſupport the Cauſe by ſuch Stra- 
tagems, for he muſt needs begin to think it wants 


B 2 „ 


em. Now for the Beauties of Thought and 


Diction. 


I can't preciſely tell the Number, neither 


will I pretend to diſtinguiſh between the new | 
and old. Like the Broker's Clothes in Mon- | 


mouth-ſtreet, bear all the ſame Value new and 


ſecond Hand. As much as the old ones are the 


worſe for wearing, ſo much the new ones want in 
Workmanſhip and Intrinfick Worth. In return to 


the Tenderneſs wherewith I have rouch'd his Cha- 
racters, and with which I promiſe to handle his 
Thoughts and Diction, I only beg he'll indulge 


me in one Thing, that if I ſhould ſlip ſome un- 
obſery'd, he would attribute it to the Treachery 
of my Memory, my Want of Capacity to com- 
prehend *em, \ or to any Thing rather than my 
Want of Honeſty. And ſince it will be moſt ho- 


nourable for him, let him lay the Fault on the 2 


Weakneſs and Tenderneſs of my Brain, and the 
Force and Luſtre of his Beauties; for ſome Beau- 
ties do ſtrike fo forcibly on weak Organs, as to 
render the Percipient or Patient quite inſenſible. 
Nay even the ſtrongeſt Faculties may be ſo wrapt 
and entranc'd in a Reverie as to lie for Days, 


Months, and Years in a State of Inactivity: And 
Plato, that profound Diver into Nature, tells us, 


that the ſeven Planets play an eternal Harmony, 
but too loud to be heard by mortal Ears. 

This I hope will ſatisfy the Author, I muſt 
likewiſe ſolicit the Reader's Lenity, and that he 


would conſider I have an Augæan Stable to clear. 


As I need not tell him I am no Hercules in Wit, 
let him not expect I ſhould remove the whole 


Maſs. And whereas my being engag'd in this 


dirty Work may render my Company offenſive to 
Perſons of nicer Noſes, out of pure Reſpect to 
the Author, anda Value for the Directors, I pro- 


miſe not to appear” in the Pit till the Author's 
Journ” 
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fourth Benefit ic Night: When! expect for my Ser- 


vice a Ticket (Pit and Boxes will no doubt be laid 
together) directed for me Tim Birch at Richard's 


Coffee. Houſe, Temple Bar. One Word more be- 
fore I begin. Leaſt the Thoughts taken ſeparate- 


ly from che Beauties of Diction ſhould be found 


wears a in the Ballance, Tl toſs 'em both toge- 
ike Farmer's Wives in the Country, Who 
fearing their Butter ſhould be forfeited, upon Sight 
of the Town Clerk and nice diſceraing Scales, | 
clap t two Pounds together. 


ther: 


Enter PROLOGUE. 


Which 1 take to be a continued ter wicht 2 more 


than common Squint upon my Friends at Court. 


ACTI SCENE I. 


| | Sopboniſta and her Confidante Phen iſa hevinh 
mounted a Tower to view the Battle, /ze, or ar 
leaſt fear they ſee, Syphax's 7. oops give up the broken 
Field, and ſcattering wide fly fre the Hills, Let the 


Reader judge what Emotions ſuch an Object or 


ſuch Apprehenſions muſt have rais'a., Can Sopłv- 


Niſba, a Woman of that irrefragable Spirit, be ima- 


gin'd TameLy CaLMu, or TAMELY SILENT to 


have look'd on her own and her dear. Country's 


Fall? May not I doubt whether ſhe. could have 
mov'd or withdrawn her Eye from the Field of 
Horror ? Would not her Paſſion (if it was not 

too violent) have burſt out into Words? Ought 
wie not to have ſeen her in all the Agonies of 


_ Grief, Deſpair and Madneſs? But is it poſſible to 


ſuppoſe ſhe could come down to the Palace (with 
no Signs of her being mov'd but a fooliſh white 


Handkerchief) and there begin a Diſcourſe as tho? 


ſhe had not ſeen it. For I do affirm, that from 


five or ſix of the fiſt Lines no Perſon can diſco- 


ver 
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ver that ſhe has; nay alter that one Interroga- 
tion, and you will find no Marks of it in the 


whole Dialogue. Nor can I but admire the Soft- 


neſs and Unconcern with which ſhe ſpeaks: 


Ab Tnovcur you not, Pheeniſſh? 


; Sinks an Occaſion as this might have inſpir'd the 
Author and his Heroine with Sentiments, that 
would tranſport an Audience even to Madneſs, 


This indeed would have caus'd a Change in the 


Scenes, which inſtead of being a Fault is often a 


Beauty, and relieves an Audience with no ſmall 


Satisfaction; but the Poet ſtudying Exactneſs has 


run into a moſt monſtrous Abfardity : Yet to 
ſhew my Willingneſs to ſoften his Errors, or if 
poſſible, to juſtify him, I will endeavour to put 


another Conſtruction upon it. The two Ladies 
ſwoon at the dreadful Sight, and tumble from the 
Tower, but by the Poet's Providence are no 
farther hurt than to be a little dizzied in their 
Brain. Then how naturally has the Author ma- 


nag'd the whole! Had ſhe immediately recolle&- 


ed what had paſt, *twould have been too mani- 

feſt an Impoſition; he therefore wiſely puts a Sen- 
| tence of Cato in her Mouth, and ſhe ſpeaks it as 
well as a Woman in her Circumſtances could be 
expected: 


This Hour, Phoeniſla, this important Hour. 


Then ſome glimmering Idea of whence ſhe came 


TWINING ROUND HER Soul., this follows very 


naturally, 


Or fines me a Queen, o or from a Throne 
Throws Sophoniſba into Roman , 


Juſt 


Gate muſt be the Place for no other can 
by puſhing with Reſolution like a Man of Honour, 
tho* with much Difficulty, I have cut my Way 
thro? that conſtipated Stuff, which by being often 
trampled upon was become almoſt inſeparable, 
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Juſt as ſhe fell from the Tower into the Street, 
cloſe by the Gate; this Solution is likewiſe con- 
firm'd by the Soldier who brings the News; the 


There ſhines a Gleam of Hope a-crojs the Gloom, 


From this deliver'd, Eaſe breaths in the Thought. 


Lead on. © 


Pheniſſa, like a good Girl, comforts her Lady by 


telling, her, that if ſhe loſt her Empire, ſhe might 


hope to get rid of her Huſband Too. 
And think not Syphax will reſign bis Throne 
But with his ebbing Life. „„ 


Very good! the Dame was young, the Man was 


old. ——— Sophoniſha fays the Carthaginians oft 


ſhook the Walls of Rome; if ſhe meant lite- 
rally, *tis falſe; Hannibal ad tertium Lapidem 
acceſjit, came indeed within three Miles of it. If 
ſhe meant fill'd Rome with Terror, or ſhook the 
Roman Courage, wherein they more confided 
than in the Strength of their Walls, 'tis Tautology. 


The reſt of the Scene rowls ſmoothly on without 

a ſingle Thought, or any Thing but a rumbling 
Word or two to interrupt its Courſe. But I muſt 
not diſmiſs it without pointing out a Finical Anti- 


climax — Exalts your Soul, fires on your Cheek, and 


lightens from your Eye, which met with loud Ap- 


plauſe. 3 . 
Who's he that comes next? I ſhould have taken 
Notice of him amongſt the reſt of the Characters, 
but that I knew not what to make of him. 3 
; \. | | ay 


SS: -. 


( 16 ) 


ſay the Author deſign'd him for a running Foot- 
man, and ſent him as a Meſſenger to Sophoniſba, 
But who muſt fend him? The Captive King? 
Abſurd. The Author? That's more ApsurD, 
it CANNOT BE, I ſhould as ſoon believe he would 
make a flying Poſt of Colonel Chartres. How 
came he then? Eſcap?d with much apo, and 
bleeding to Death by the Poet's Help, he made 
a Shift to outrun the reſt, He muſt have been 
: preſent to ſee a Period put to the Battle, his In 
count is ſo perfect. 


Scarce a Maſſylian. sa vx MY SELF, 
But is or ſeiz'd or BIT ES the bloody Plain, 


Syphax' fiery Steed, by Maſiniſſa, 
 Pier”d, threw him headlong to his cluſtering Foes, ? 


Very good fora dying es this! But hark, more 
Lift Words. 


33 my Heel. they came, 
Loud foouting dreadful i in a Cloud of Duſt ! 


Fumus ex Fulgore with a Witneſs! 

SCENE, III. Sophoniſba ſays, ſhew me but 
Fearleſs Hope] FEARLESSs Hope! Why, this is 
a ſtranger Figure than any Sophoniſba ever heard 
of in the Deſarts of Numidia. I fear 'tis Non- 
ſenſe, yet for the Author's Sake I could hope 
twere not ſo. For according to the Opinion of a 


greater Tragedian than we have Reaſon to think 


he will ever make, FEAR without Hopes is De- 
ſpair ; and Hope without Fear, or FRARLESs 
Hop is Certainty. Well then, give her FRAR- 
 Less Hop, and ſhell do — What wont fhe do? 
HEro1c SOPHONISBA 
The Antithelical Beauties of the following Line 
met with great Applauſe; | 
And 


7 


W177 
Aud while Hope Livxs, let not the Generous bin! 
J remember but another in this whole Scene. 


She would Do 7 


20 by Diguſt had choated up ber frruggling Meaning | Z 
bo it ſhe wad. The Words are a perfect 


Echo to the Senſe. The Meaning is perfectly 


' CHOAK'D up with 'em. A new Beauty this, it 


conſiſts in its no Mzanin ! 
| Now for a Specimen of the Author's Meta- 
phyſicks. 

008 kills my very Soul ! 


Very good Doctrine for the Immortality of 
_ indeed! 


| Svrnax. 2 att Gods, [ foal your. worſt. — 
Wr SHOULD I FEAR YOU MORE ? 


This fine Interrogation was very much ad- 
mir'd. 
| Hers he tells us that Fate has done its wor{l 
already; compare it with what he ſays about a 
Quarter of an Hour afterwards, | 


Hee, Hee, begins the Bitterneſ of Hue, 
Hen my Chains grind me firſt. 


Here's Poetick Harmony ! | 
Masintssa. Then if Misfortune comes, foe * 
along 


A Train of Shining Virtues. 


How? 8 this'? news — Tis true, Misfortunes may 
O ſhew 


—ͤ—ͤ— — —— —⅛ — — * 8. 
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| ſhew Virtues, as Shade does Light, in greater 


(616% 


Luſtre, but has none in it ſelf, nor can give any. 
This Act concludes with a Rant: 
Talk no more of your Ozhello's, or your Oro- 


noko's, let Maſiniſſa, the calm-ſteddy-ſmiling-ſouled 


Maſiniſſa roar ! Nay Oedipus himſelf was a Fool 
to him! And I ſhall conclude my Obſervations 


on it with one of the mad Authors of the other | 
: mad A in his Ce. Borg. : 


Ob Plague me Heav x! plague me with ALL the 
_Wors 


THAT MAN CAN SUFFER, center?d in ONE Bans, 7 
 ShiPWRECK my far ſought Ballaſt in the Haven] 


BURN all my CitiEs! BLAST me with your FIRES! 


May the EARTH YAWN, SHATTER be FRAME 


of NATURE! 


Let the wreckd ORBSU in un wipe WEL GI 


around me! N 
But ſave me from the Tuuvur of the Soul.! ! 


| From the WILD BEASTS WITHIN 


Tux Env or THE FirsT Acr. 
ACT IL SCENE r 
The firſt part of this A is taken up in a. 


Story which Narva tells Maſiniſſa, *tis an In- 


ſtance of that Greatneſs and Evenneſs of Soul 
by which Scipio ſteer'd the whole Courſe of his 


Like „ who when he was Proconſul in Spain, a 


young Princeſs, the Beauty of whoſe Form could 
only be equalPd by that of her Mind, became 


bis Captive 3 he ſaw her, catch'd and confeſs'd 


his Flame. The Fair in Sighs, Bluſhes and 
Tears, the moſt artful Female Eloquence, ſhews 


that her Heart was already too much poſſeſt to 
think of another Lover; he enquir'd, ſhe told 


the 


— 
—— — 


the Reaſon of this Coldneſs, Heroick Tempe- 


 rance | Scipio immediately diſmiſt her with her 
Lover. The Author has ſpun this Story out to 
the Length of fifty Lines, by which the Fire is 


ſo diffus'd, that it does not even warm us. What- 
ever his Deſign might be in introducing this 


Stary, I hope he'll give me leave to aſk him one 


Queſtion, Might it not give Maſiniſſa room to 


hope, nay expect that Scipio would do the fame 
or more for him with Reſpect to Sophoniſba ? PII 


bate him the repeated Anachroniſms, and only | 


examine the Diction. It begins thus: 


NARVA. Ax D THEN. it was THAT WHEN the 
Heroe hear'd 
THAT I to thee belong d, 4 with large Gifts 

And friendly Words aiſmiſy'd me. 


Well done, Bellman in Buſkins ! 1 


6 45 emer; and in bis Favour that 


Tmpreſt me firſt ! 


Quære. Whether here be not ſome Force im- 


Preſt on the Senſe as well as Words. 


NARVA. What with Admiration firuck all Hearts 
Was this! 


This indeed is 7; ragedy to the Ears of an Audi- 
ence that has a Taſte for Tragedy, and yet this is 


the Story that would 8TILL pleaſe, though told a 


| TmousaND TIXEs. 


Mast. 0 Gods, my fur? ring Heart |! on, op 


obs: Narva 


Faich, this] is enough to > make any Man' Heart 
ee ie, 


0 


We 


(2) 


110 T am ſick on't. Let's leave it to ſomething 
more agreeable ; behold a Tre of one : of the 
Lady's Eyes. | | 


— Os Eye, TY 
A. ben 1ht de Sky trembles thro a 2 
Of pureſt white! 


Now, Gentlemen, give me Leave to preſent 
you with ans ach 8 Picture. 


The Man divine with inflite Hairy 
Big with the great Divinity of Virtue. 


He for her Parents and ber vader call d. 


1 ſhrewdly ſuſpect che Author's Honeſty in this 
laſt Line, I fear he has been filching; it ſmells ſo 
rank of Loxpon BRIDGE and GRUBSTREET, 

nine, Fin 6: 

A Family Piece of Paſſions with Dispax! in 
As midi; inſtead of Admiration. - 

2. A ThouvGhrT new NERV'D and brac'd. 

3. A PoRPOSE UNNERV'D. 

Pere, What does the Author mean n by this | 
pompous Doggrel? 


hat Man of Soul would live but to dimpate 
An ARDENT BEING 1 in Heroic Deeds: 


Room for her Majeſty ! In this Seve there's a 
little Action, the reſt are either wholly or moſt 
part Narration and Painting: She kneels, he 
ſcolds; ſhe flatters, he believes; ſhe lies, and he 
ſwears; ſhe's a Whore, and he” 8 both Fool and 
Rogue, and ſo they part. 
bj only mention the Beauties in this Scene 
which were diſtinguiſhed by the Audience above 
the reſt, nor dwell upon Reflections. | 
— 48 
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1. All the Man wWI THIN me bluſbes But the 
Man wirhovr has greater Reaſon. 


2. The faireſt, but the falſeſt of thy Sex! 
3. And join'd to mighty Dido frorn ye all! 
When I am dead. 


4. What means this Conflie with ALMIGHTY 


Narvure ? 


With the whole warring Hear! ? What means 


the Author? 


« By the Tremendous Powers, by Heav'n and 


__ farth, 
Hy Hell, ** Love and Glory! 


©, A very fine n Another Collection of | 
rin Poetical Paintings, and we have done. 


1. Sophoniſba's Beauty pointed high with Spirit. 


8 Ditto, inform'd with such a Soul. 3. The 


ſame, glowing _ Life. 4. Ditto warm, with 


= Heroick Soul. The Sallies of a Heart at 
| In wh Shape of a Dumb ſounding 
Bell. 6. A Lady's Charms twining round a Man's 
Soul. A very curious Piece. 7 and 8. Of hol- 
low State, and Infelt Bliſs, both in one Frame. 
9. The Man that is not mov'd by Sophoniſoa's 
Charms, in ſeveral Shapes : 


Eass - 


1. Dull as Earth. 2. A cold unanimated Form. 


3. A Man ſomething more than 85 4: N- 


Man ſomething leſs than a Man. 5. A Brute. 


6. A Man in the Shape of a Monſter, Want was 


never ſeen nor created. 


ACC IL SCENE 1 


Maſi niſſa and Narva open chis Act. Maſi viſe 


confeſſes his Flame return'd. Narva endeavours 


to diſſuade him from it: Twould be Folly to 


conſider 


(22). 


conſider the Arguments made uſe of: I ſhall only 
tell the Reader he may be aſſur'd of their Good- 
neſs, ſince the meaneſt of em were crown*d with | 
triple Applauſe, from the Mouths of Narva, 
| Scipio and Lælius; and the others have been us'd | 
with Succeſs by ſome of our beſt 7 ragedians © ON the 
Hke Occaſions. 

Maſiniſſa ſays to Soph, Lend me thine Arm! 
Quære, Who ought to have been ſupported? _ 
The Frince's ill Conduct is fo notorious thro? 
the whole Piece, that to point at one particular 
Place, is to leſſen it. When Narva tells him 
that Sophoniſba is the Roman's Priſoner, *Tis rue, 
fays he, here have my Thoughts been wand” ring ? 
The Poet had lock'd 'em up! This is fuch a 
brainteſs Hero as neer appear'd before | He may 
_ juſtly confeſs he knows not what he ſays, or does. 
The following Beauties deſerve your Notice. 

1. A fine Epanodos, 1 in Imitation of Farnaby ! 


05 Sophoniſba ! ! Sophia Ob: £ | 
9 emmy Thompſon N Thompſon Ob! 


Of Cato. 


ty 


Be theirs the World, but Sophoniſba mize! 
:-OF Nat. Lee. £ 


v9 


I ſould have lov'd 

Tho Jove in mut?ring Thunder had forbad 170 
Claſp'd in the Folds of Love Pll meet my Doom, 
And ad my foys, the Thunder Boot the Room. 


The POT 1 in this Scene are ſome ve- 
* curious Paintings. 


A Lady's Tongue ſewing in feet Mazes! 


( 23) ö 
2. A Warrior wheeling the pointed Mazes of a 


_ Barrel, as we may gueſs, though tis not very 
clear. 


* Impudent Hope, & unjoyous Madneſs, 
both together 1 


5. K Man bound Soul deep with Love and Ho- 


nour !_- 

6. A waking Dream, in Colours ! 

The Author having juſt Reaſon to think we 
were tir'd with this Scene, makes Ma? niſſa en- 


quire for Sophoniſba; no ſooner nam'd but ſhe ap- 


| pears; which makes me believe our modern Po- 


ets are ſomething more than the old ones. They, 
as Fame reports, were a ſort of + ropnets, bur 


ours are perfect Conjurers. 


In this Scene we are entertain'd with a Battel 
of the Words Rome and Carthage. 


The Author has manag'd it with great Addreſs. 
Firſt, An old Corps of Complements appear on 
the Side of Rome, which are broken and defeat- 

ed by a Veteran Troop of Carihaginian Refle- 

ctions. Then the two Words themſelves appear, 


and tread the Surge of Battel high and drive it on 
each other; every Thing that had before been 
ſaid of Rome or Carthage is repeated. In ſhort, 


the poor Monoſyllable was obliged to ſubmit. 


How, or why this Engagement happen'd, I know 


not. In nothing more than this does.the Author's 
Error appear : He endeavours to root up a Pre- 
Judice, the next to that in Favour of our Coun- 


trey ; *twas too high an Enterprize for a young 
Beginner. Every Perſon in his Heart is a Well- 
| wiſher to old Rome, and an Enemy to Carthage. 


A Reconciliation enſues. He propoſes Mar- 
riage. To which ſhe replies, h15 Night ! ——— 
Stay till to Morrow , do my Hear .. No, 
615 N 0. 


Well, 
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Well, a few Words are beſt, ſhe” conſents: 
Then the Author makes Maſiniſſa repeat a Sen- 


tence or two out of D7yder's all for Love, ſujtable 
to the Occaſion, and all's over. I cannot forbear 


- mentioning the chief Argument he uſes to ſatisfy I 


her of the Lawfulneſs of the Fact, 
| Becauſe tis with the meaneſt Vulgar fot 
But this i 18 hat engages her. 
Bear 2 Hab 7 this i js this for Carthage! 1 


There were many Beguicien 1n this Scene which 
were Juſtly diſtinguiſh'd; amongſt the reſt 1 


— my Heart beats high as thine, 
As high zo . aud as low to Love! 


The Simile which concludes this AR i is poetical 
enough : But had Narva ſpoken it, it would have 
pleas' d me much better. The Tempeſt of the 
Sea naturally repreſents the Pangs of a Woman in 
Labour, And the Poet has play'd the Part of a 
judicious Midwife, 
1 ſhall conclude this AR likewiſe with a hems 
tiful poo gr or two. 
1. Of Rome holding a Scour e, and whi in 
the Red World! : | pp ; 
21. Incarnate Vales! 
3. Rome blackned with lifeleſs Conſternation ! 
4. A Man numbering Tears, for a Wager, 


= with all the Dews that ſprinkle o'er the Morn ! F: 


ACT . 


As ſoon as Sophoniſha has inform'd us of her 
eats. Syphax comes to congratulate her upon 
| "ro 


— —— OO 
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He juſtly arraigns her Falood. She tri- + 


1 in it, and that which ſhould have heen 
. _— Shame is her Glory. Though by her Inſtiga- 


he had plung'd his Countrey into Ruin, 
and brought Bondage and Infamy upon him 
5 ſelf 5 88 ſhe had abandon'd him in his Fall, 
had never been to ſee or comfort him in bis 


= Chains ſhe tells bim, 


"This is my Comfort, this my Joy and Glory, 
The Gan imer, that my Heart Aber all Baſeneſs, 
And of all . moſt INGRATITUDE | 5 


——— 


Syphax enrag'd at this, offers to murder her; 


PnhoxNiss A interpoſes; Sopboniſba wildly tempts 
his Rage, bids him not hold his TREMBLING 


' Porn (which Expreſſion cannot be above once 


beautiful.) The Guards are called, and Lælius 
enters as Sophoniſba goes off. How he enters the 


City, or what is become of Maſiniſſa, that he 
does not attend him, is like the reſt of his Cha- 


racter, very unaccountable. He ſees Syphax who 


informs him of what has paſs'd, laughs at him, 
and leaves him. Maſiniſſa enters. Lælius talks 
calmly. Maſiniſſa like himſelf, Lælius aſhamed 


of him leaves him : To him Sophoniſba z they ſpeak 


four or five Sentences, but ſay nothing ; the Act 


ends with four gingling Lines. This Act could 


never make any Impreſſion on my Mind, being 


only a Repetition of what had gone before. 1 


will mention what Beauties J remember. 


1. Syphax*s Gunomaſtix, being a Collection of 


the IIl-natur'd Things wrote againſt Women, by 
7 om Row, and Dryden. 


Thought 


Our 


The ſecond Edition of a dull- borrow'd | 


— 4 — —ę— —— - 
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Our Paſſions too can ſometimes ſoar above 
The Houjhold Taſk aſſign'd us! &c, © he,” 
3. My Soul ſelf would die, could the leaſt Stain 
Be juſtly caſt on her unblemiſh'd Fame! 
4 Fo e as thy Sex when as pretend to Virtue! 


| By which Syphax cannot mean any more, than = F 


Falſe as thyſelf! 
5. Sopboniſba's Love for Cartbay juſtifies her 
Marriage! A Beauty ſo new that it bears repeat- 


ing !wenty and TROOP Times, or as the Author 
likes it, 


6. A THOUSAND, THOUSAND , THOUSAND, 
THOUSAND Times. 


The following are a few of the many curious 'Y 


Paintings this A& is adorn'd with. 
I. Sci io and Aſdrubal lying both on a Couch. 
2. A Soul ſtanding tamely calm. 
3. Another ſtanding tamely ſilent. 
4. A pining oven Maid. 
5. The raving Mad-man over Betblehem Gate, 
tearing the Moon from her Azure Sphere. 
6. A Smile as Cordial as the Sun in May. 


7. A Form forth breathing from a Soul di- 
vine. 


8. A Love. creating Soul. 


ACT V. 


VVV 
Joy which Nature put on, at Maji niſa” 8 Wann 


he wwbole Horizon 2515 PozeLs Clouds ! 


The breezy Spring ſits looſely floating on 
The Mountains Top! : 


Then Scipio makes his Entrance. Who after 
al tedious Gratulation of abour fifty Lines, as 


though 


- — 


—— —— — — 


62) 
tho he was on a ſudden inſpir'd with a Knowledge 
of what is paſt, taxes Maſiniſſa with his guilty 
Love; here we are a third Time bated with an 
' Harrangue upon Honour and inglorious Love. 
At length Scipio propoſes to reconcile all Difficul- 
ties by inſtructing Maſiniſſa how to preſerve him- 
ſelf, his Honour and his Faith to Sophoniſba, but 
Inſtead of informing him how this is to be done, 
only ſays, Wn war GE 


— 


— 


This thy ſecret Thought can beſt inform thee, 


There ſeems to be ſomething abſtruſe in this. 
Nor did Maſiniſſa ſhey he underſtood him. 
Could it be by ſending her and Syphax into ſome 
Heathen Nunnery? No. Could it be by put- 
ting her to Death? No. How then? Thar in- 
_ deed the Author's ſecret Thonght can beſt in- 


form us. However Maſiniſſa is mov'd and flings 


out. Scipio reads ſome dire Reſolve in his Face. 
Lalius confirms it. What then ſhould two 
Friends, a Scipio and a Lælius have done? Why 


leave him rather than ſpoil a Tragedy, But I 


mut diſmiſs this Brace of unthinking Mortals 
to make Room for her Majeſty, who at length, 
clear'd of thoſe Films and Vapours which the 


Author had thrown over her Eyes, ſees her Er- 


ror. Well, ſhe makes a ſmall Preparation for 
Death, and lo! a Meſſenger comes with a fooliſh 
LETTER in one Hand, a Bowl of Poyſon in the 
other, and Nonſenſe in his Mouth: 


This, Madam, from the King, and HIS 
Her Ladyſhip's mightily tranſported with it; yet 
me is very angry that Maſiniſſa ſent it, tho' ſhe 
had engag'd him to do it. oy 


D 2 — 0 


* — . 


Of this be ſure, of this be VERY SURE = 
To give me timely Death! _ 


Vet here ſhe ſends him Word, that ſhe was never 
unprovided of ſuch a Bleſſing. With a ſhort 
Speech upon Futurity, which came very cheap 
to the Author, ſhe ſets out in the true Cothur- 


nian Strain. 


Ye Gods of Death who-rule the Stygian Gloom, 


Ze who bave greatly died, 1 come, I come! 


Enter Maſiniſſa, whoſe Conduct is the ſame in this 
as it has been in all the other Acts, he who was the 
temperateScip0's Friend, who had tranſplanted one 
by one his Virtues, to hear him rave, one Mo- 
ment bidding Defiance to all the Power of Rome, 
the next, without any Alteration of Circumſtances, 
to. ſink into the moſt abject Fears and cowardly. 
Expreſſions, this I ſay is ſomewhat odd. There 
is indeed ſomething Tragical in the Incoherence 
of this laſt Scene. No ſooner has Sophoniſba made 
her Will, and told the Spectators (like other dy- 
ing Malefactors) that her Religion was Pythaga- 


rean.. 
Phbœniſſa receive my Soul! 
But ſhe is taken Senſeleſs. 
Come nearer Mafiniſſa, OUT ST BBORN NaTuRE! 
Death comes immediately, 
805 F: 7 ö Daad ! D cad Dead N | 
What fays Maſiniſſa ? 


— — 


. 


Oh this VILE Porsox! 


Then plucks a Sword from Leliu?s side, burt 


being prevented from doing any Thing, he fli 
about a little, then calmly lays him down and ings : 
or ſeems to do ſo. 


The following Beauties juſtly claim Diſtinction. 7 


1. A Salutation fit for a Sign, being a lively 
Repreſentation of two Hearts beating, back Foy to 
each other. 
2. Maſinifla's Priendfais ſmiling at Scipio's Soul. 
3. A fine Piece of Patience, a Champion clad in 
Steel, This is to be fold, the, Author having no 

| Occaſion for it, f 


4. That honeſt bluſh imparts tby BETTER Soul. 


To underſtand this we muſt have recourſe to Hi. = 
ſtory, which tells us Maſiniſſa had a Brace of * em. 


5. A curious Piece of Anatomy. 
Wounds every BLEEDING Nænvr about 05 | 
Hearn, | 
6. The whole Letter, but more particularly 
theſe Wards of it, Call to mind thy Father and thy 
Countrey, and that thou HAST BEEN the Wife 7 
Two Kings, both living. 
„ ady drinking a Bowl of Poiſon with an . 
unalteꝰ d Smile, or without making a wry Face. 
All the foremention'd Pieces of Original Paint- 
ing, are expos'd every Night from fix till nine, 
at the Sign of the Theatre- oyal.in Draury-Lane, 


for five, three, two, or one Shilling per Head. 


The Act concludes with a Thought of Cato's. 
Ederer loves his Country i 15 0 Roman, | 
Andan abſurd Prophecy. 


In fartheft Britain Romans may ariſe! 
eee 4 


Any 
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Thing that is ſaid purely to gain a Clap 
Y pan to be hits'd ; and this could proceed from 
no other View, becauſe we do not find that the 
Romans had any Knowledge of Britain before Cæ- 
 far's Time, and *tis as far from his Subject, as 

Cirtba was from London; or as Letins was from oy 
being a Prophet. Þ E 
Thus, with much Difficulty 1 have cut my 
Way thro? all the Acts and Scenes of this NEw 
Sopboniſba, and obſerv'd a few of thoſe numerous 
Blunders which crowd the whole. I don't ex- 
pect the Honour of being anſwer'd by the Au- 


thor, or any of his Admirers, they, na doubt, 


will deſpiſe fuch an Attempt as this; and in the 
common Phraſe reply, Let 'em, let 'em go on, 
let *em ſhew as many Faults as they can, P'Il en- 


gage to ſhew two for one. This indeed I do be- 


| Heve our Author may juſtly ſay, tho' I think to 
anſwer theſe would be more to his Honour. 
The few Remarks I have made were not level'd 
at him; for I was inform'd the firſt Night, that 
the Copy was fold for an hundred Pounds; I pro- 
teſt likewiſe againſt any III- will to the Proprietor. 
I dor't think the Faults will be any Hindrance to 
the Sale, Since the Town is ſo whimſical, that 
nothing can be agreeable to ſome Taſtes, that has 
not got a Smack or Haut- Gout. The Criticks 
in general value a Piece in Proportion to its 
Faults, as ſome Gentlemen do Cheeſe from the 
Quantity of Maggots. 
I deſign'd to Tave concluded with an humble 
Petition to the Author againſt Expletives in his 
next new Tragedy; but more eſpecially Too 
STILL, and SURE, but I ſhall finith theſe Refle- 
ctions with admiring the Author's Modeſty and 
Honeſty, who, as he has been very cautious in 
giving us any new Thoughts, the SpoxrAxEOus 
ke ods of his own Brain, has likewiſe been ve- 


N * 1 9 —— Gp; 
. 1 n N — his Ain ded 


© 
ry innocent in borrowing from others, having 
only taken ſuch Things in his Neceſſity as they 
might well ſpare, and by a peculiar happy Tranſ- 
figuration made them his w !!)! 


MA 


| P.S, I bar all Reflections, Pans, Conundrums 
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